2i6                Major Barbara               Act II

Bronterre O'Brien Price, the converted painter. I know
wot they like. I'll tell em how I blasphemed and gambled
and wopped my poor old mother------

RUMMY [shocked] Used you to beat your mother?

PRICE. Not likely. She used to beat me. No matter:
you come and listen to the converted painter, and youll
hear how she was a pious woman that taught me me prayers
at er knee, an how I used to come home drunk and drag
her out o bed be er snow white airs, an lam into er with
the poker.

RUMMY. Thats whats so unfair to us women. Your con-
fessions is just as big lies as ours: you dont tell what you
really done no more than us; but you men can tell your
lies right out at the meetins and be made much of for it;
while the sort o confessions we az to make az to be wis-
pered to one lady at a time. It aint right, spite of all their
piety.

PRICE. Right! Do you spose the Army 'd be allowed if
it went and did right? Not much. It combs our air and
makes us good little blokes to be robbed and put upon.
But I'll play the game as good as any of em. I'll see some-
body struck by lightnin, or hear a voice sayin " Snobby
Price: where will you spend eternity?" I'll ave a time
of it, I tell you.

RUMMY. You wont be let drink, though.

PRICE. I'll take it out in gorspellin, then. I dont want
to drink if I can get fun enough any other way.

Jenny Hill^ a pale, overwrought, pretty Salvation lass of
18, comes in through the yard gate, leading Peter Shirley, a
half hardened, half worn-out elderly man, weak with hunger.

JENNY [supporting him~\ Come! pluck up. I'll get you
something to eat. Youll be all right then.

PRICE [rising and hurrying officiously to take the old man off
Jenny's hands'] Poor old man! Cheer up, brother: youll
find rest and peace andappiness ere. Hurry up with the food,
miss: e's fair done. [Jenny hurries into the shelter}. Ere,
buck up, daddy! shes fetchin y'a thick slice o breadn